The Washington .'l;'.i--m_es Ma-éaf:;i‘n“e-

-

T e

ond

= W

ay,

'Séptéﬁ

e

91

Pete Never Had a Chance to Wrap Himself Around the Feed Drawn for The Washington Times By C. L. Sherman

AMOS-1 MET A LITTLE

DOG JUST MOW WHQ
WRAPPED HIMSELF

AROUND A SQUARE MEAL
FOR. A WEER

Y.E ND HIM 1N~

'LL FEED HIM.

WHOSE MEAL
YOU THE RENO

SO0 YOU'RE THE
BRUNETTE POOCH

TICKET SLIPPED

SLIGHT FORMALITY

>

[YOU CAN SLANT AT THE | [SUPFOS ‘RE OPE ' ALL DS HAVE
GRUB BUT BEFORE YOU| |GOING TO SAY TO BE WASHED BEFORE
DUFF IN THERE |5 A GRACE COMING TO THE TABLE

THE REAL LO

That He
Telling

OF HIS

BRIDE TO BE

VE LETTERS

Received
the Plans

EAR: I'm sorry
mail, but Polly

her husband.
at any rate she

clares she must

been trying hard to comfort her.

don’t know how to tell it.

that this letter will miss the early
Roberts has been here and 1 have
Jack, she’s left
sa terrible to me,
She still loves him—or
is heartbroken ahout it, but they've

It all seems

quarreled irrevocably, she says, and her father de-

get a divorce.

Oh, my heart ached for her; she was so white,
so desperately calm when she told me, and I don"t

honestly believe that there s anything back of it
all except a misunderstanding and two people too
proud to say I'm sorry or to “kiss and make
up.”

Talk Caused Trouble

She says that Mrs. Minturn boasted to many people that Bob was
in love with her, that he has given her heautiful gifts and that only
“her” urging and efforts kept him with his wife.

Jack, how can a woman tell a thing like that, even if it is true?

How can she be such—such a heas
it.
satisfied unless she is creating the
is madly in love with her, and |
was to have laughed at it
couldn’t 1f it were you
explain; simply demanded “faith,
nd love broke under the strain.

But
And of course Bob, being a man, wouldn’t

t—and, what's more, I don’t believe

I think that, knowing Mrs, Minturn as 1 do, she simply isn't

impression that some married man
told Polly the thing to have done
Polly couldn’t laugh—maybe I

faith, faith,” until Polly's patience

Feels For Her

1 wonder if mine wonld?

1 can feel so deeply for her.

I know

how 1 should feel—how desperately I should want to cling to you,

1=
needlessly tragic the whole affair
tell Bob.
I am—and, what'z more. I'm
what the truth i2 in the story.
Loving you and realizing wha

I'm not going to let one be wrecked if 1 can help it

none of my business, but 1 shall

and how my pride would forbid. And I know, too, where the mistake

My lessons in faith, in economy of emotions, make me sece how

has been made, and I'm going to
going to make him tell Polly just
t 2 home is and what home means,

Perhaps it's
tell Bob straight out that it's only

becanse I too am in lave that T have dared to speak. and 1 shall tell

him of my lessons in “love economics,”

and 1 think, perhaps, if his

love is still strong underneath. that it may all come out all right.
L}

Faith the Cornerstone of Happiness
But ch, Jack, why is it so easy for a woman to leave her hus-

band? Why do families make the

through a mustaken sense of loyaliy?

this side of it now, when before |
and felt a contempt for the man?

breach wider, instead of closing it,
And why, | wonder, do I see
have always sided with the woman

Have you touched my eyes with some magic, dear one, that I
fhay see both sides of life's great shicld of love? Or is it only that the
passing months and their revelations of the sacredness of love and
marriage have lifted the veil of ignorance from my point of view?

Yet the very sight and thought of Polly's unhappiness makes you
doubly dear, and makes the dream of our home the more rainbow

hued.

It can’t make me doubt the beauty of love or of

marriage.

For oh, Jack, Jack, come what will, 1 shall keep my faith in you, for

faith is the only cornerstone of happiness.

_—— ———— —= —
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THE STAGE D

OORKEEPER

*“T see,” sald the stage-struck vouth,,dering what sort of strange voblclo‘-[

“that the Water Wagon will not get
over on Broadway this season.™

*1 should say not.” snorted
Mage doorkeeper. “Why If the cart
Was to get goin' down the light lane
Balf of the lobster palaces would have
te close up and the peopls who in-
habit them would line the curb won-

Our Janitor Says
He Likes One Dog

You know how dogs will bury bones can’t make me belleve that the hard- |
4 then 4ig "em up. Blast their hides!
mean cuts liltie feilers.

B raised an awful bow! when the

De

Btylers insisted in bringin' that fox ter-
tler mlong with ‘em, but they was pay-
In® big money, wo I had to glve in.
Which I am exceedingly much glad now
thet I did.

I got the idea last week when the
purp dislccated a bed o' geraniums
diggin’ fer g bone he'd hid in the yard
I raised an awtul howl about it, and
DeStyler came across with two bhucks.
‘Twag then, ns I say, I got the idea.

I watched., and sure enough the same

8ay tha. animal carted enother bone
Into the snrd and gave It a two-Inch
burial. I took me lttle spade and
buried the bone & foct In the smme

plare ns soon as the dog's back was
turned.

Ees the point
bungry he raced Into the

When the kiccdle got
vard aguln.

dug for Ave minutes and by the time|
he'd got his bone there was a hole In|

the geranium bed big enough to bury a
emall man In. Say. mavbhe I didn't
meake a noise when I pointed {t out to
DeStyler. It Innded me a five spot,

The purp Jjust buried another one.
and here T am with my little shovel
mtowin® It deeper,

it was"™

| “Instead 1 was referrin’ to a play of
| that naume that has been goln' some
| ime and hes been daied up for New
| York twice and then something al-
ways happened so that the Broadway.

ites were doomed to disappointment.”
]

i Law of Suggestion
“I dunno,” said the S. D.
flectively. "I dunno whether
| were dlsappointed or not.
| may be a three-time winner,

K. re.
they
The play
but you

jened sinners who live out In the wil- |

| derness along about Forty-s nd
1ntmt want to know anything about
& water wagon. The title of the show
is agin' it In the first place. Now if
somebody would put over a musical
comedy and call it ‘The Booze Bug-
gy’ Broadway weuld fall over ity own
fest getting to the box office. "The
Chartreuse Charlof or ‘The Liker
ILimousine’ would be allurin’ titles and
I don’t doubt that they would do good
business.
“"But you've got to take the law of
{ suggestion Into consideration. If they
"hed & show all about drinks, naturally
 the minds of the audience would have
| & trend that way. It would be economy
for the management to provide every
|man with a pocket flask so they
| wouldn't wear out the carpet golng out
| between the acts.
| "But by the same token the law
would work the same way. If folks
got the water wagon idea all the bar-
baric booze palaces on B'way would be
forced out of business, so in the Inter-
| exta of trade meybe it's a good thing
that the show lsn't golng there this
Eeason.
“Not that I'm sgainst It, but T have
a cousin who's & bartender.”

| Cause for Worry
Doctor—You will be glad to know
that your husband will almost cer-
tainly recover,
Wife—Oh'! doctor, what shall T do?
i Doctor—Why, what do you mean?
Aren’t you anxious that your hus-
band should-get well?
| ere—\‘n.' only when you said
ilas[ week you didn’'t think he would
| ive another day, I went and sold sll
| his clothes,

"1 don’t mean the honeettogoodness |
the ! Jan first wagon,” sald the S. s, Y.!

By JAMES
H. HAMMON

ALGY

Drawa for The Washington Times.

SHOULD A BODY
KISS A BODY?

DOWN-M2.

MISS ETHEL WILL BE RIGHT \
ALGY "J--‘—‘—‘

Pt

x

GEE'1GOT AN IDEA ! ILL SURPRISE
ETHEL~- ILL TURN DOWN THE GAS
P\FID WHEN SHE COMESIN 11U i
KISS HER 11 |

THERE'S HER STER N
THE HALL WAY NOVY |
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MAMIE TELLS BELLE

The Poor Ought to
1 hankiul,

TO PITY THE MILLIONAIRES

and

r————-——_--“‘
1

other luxuries,
Poor John!

oorhouse!

the

HEER up, Belle, money's on’y a lhixury and causes
mere trouble than it's worth, like the ice cream and
crab salad combination and duke husban’s and the

Colonel Astor I mezn. He's mar-

ried now, fast enough, but just think o' the tromble
he had gettin’ there, all because the poor man's got
a hundred million dollars or so to keep kim out o

f a common, erd'nary, every day poor man
with & sense o' humor took it into his bead to pls
a little joke on his 21-year-old son by presentin
him with a 19-year-old mama he could go ahead

and do it and be darned to him, and he woulda™
have to wafk furcher'n to the nearest church to find a preacher willin’

to marry him for the price of a new high hat
Accordin® mn the papers, Astor

But not Astor, Belle.

“:l! 0

hard up for a ministen that he was rthinkin® seriously o' callin’ I a

carpenter to do the jomin’ work.
course you don’t; nobody does.

Don™t yoa pity him, Belle? O

That's another penalty o’ havin” se

much money you don’t know how much you have got.
Nobody Loves a Millionaire

Nothin' gives the gen’ral public more pleasure, Belle, tham hearin’
that a millionaire is down with appendicitis.

It's natch’ral and hereditary, Belle, to kave 3 secret satisfactiom
in secin’ the man higher up get it in the neck Did you ever sec the
blissful expressio# on the face of a small son ¢ poor but honest
parents while he was snowballin® a man wath a high hat?

Come to think of it, Belle, it must be an odd sensation to have 3

wife younger'n your son

Do you s'pose that after the honeymoon thereTl be any argements
at the breakfast table between young Vincent Astor and the colonel
over whether it sounds quite respec’ful enough for Vincent to call

his pew mamma Madge?

I dom't see how Viocent can resis’ the temptation o firtir” with
her, just to kid the old man along!

Say, Belle, if Vincent happens to marry a

woman 2 [itthe ofdern

his new mother, and they have their lttle famTy fars. and Vimcent
threatens to “go home to mother.” I guess mavbe # mught have some
weight in carryin’ his side o’ the argnment, eh? “tt

I

Vest Pocket Essays || By George Fich |

!

| —The Autho: of Siwash College Tales— :‘

ing to share his time, his mon-
ey, and his conversation with

you. "
There are many kinds of friends,
Bome friends exist for revenue only
| and some are protective to a high de-

i FRIEND is 2 man who is will-
|

A
|
i

| gree, A true friend Is a better defend-
| er than a battleship and mRs a conveni-,

‘ence has a national bank beaten all
aroupd the compass.

Friends are useful in a multitude of
| ways. They are a great assistance on

smoking cigars, In waillng for ducks

and In digesting dinners. A great many

men find it impossible to support & largs
| heavy bar in an expensive saloon with-
out the ald of severa] friends. Friends
can be sworn at with comparative safe-
| ty, and the man who loves to tell dis-
agreeable truths in an offensively frank
manner would not llve long If he were
compelled to practice upon strangers in-
stead of friends.

Friends are blood relatives of pro-
crastination. Both are great thieves
of time. As a rule, friends love most
dearly to steal the bright and cheerful
evening hours which should be spent in
reading good books. It is a common
thing for two or three friends to hold

:

S
. AND TRH
CoNTS

4

up a perfectly respectable business man
and take four or five hours away from
him, iIncluding the hour in which the
last street car leaves the downtown dis-
trict.

Friends are responsible for maost of
the politiclans of the country. Almost
every man who has run for office has
done so at the instance of his frienda
This can be proven by the stutements

most of these friends prove-their friend-
ship at electlons by steadfastly wvoting
for the other fellow.

, David and Jonathan were ine two first
recorded friends of great devotion, Da-
vid loved Jonathan like a prother, but was
not hjulf s0 mean to him. Damon and
and "Pyjhlas were celebrated friends
who flourlshed before the Cliristian era|
was invented., Pythlas 100k Damon's
place In the death cell while Damon
visited his relatives, and was peeved
when he could not die for him, Nowa-
days, even gre: ¢r helghts of devotion
are reached Lwiween friends who go
unflinchingly to death In each other's
automoblles In great numbears,

Some people use friends as recrea-
tions, some as tonics, some as bank ac-
counts, some ae ladders, and some as
stone walls to lean againat. A certain
method of finding a frfend !a to go out
and make a nolse ke a bill, breaking.
A method not nearly so sure g to go
broke yourself,

Friends are pleasant if used in mod-
eration, but disastrous if used to ex-
cess. Very few men can afford to have
more than a dozen frlends unless he has
nothing else to do. It is as much trou-
ble to keep three friends ag [t Is to keep
one hired girl. e

Couldn’t Be Done.

He entered the restaurant and ordered
a portion of chicken. After walting
half an hour the hungry one called
the walter, saying:

“Look here! How long am 1 going te
walt for that portion of chicken I or-
dered?” i

“Till somebody orders the other half,

sald the waiter. ‘We can't go out and
kill half a fowl.'—Los Angeles Ex-
aminer.
Exceptions.
“How tall your husband is.”
“Not always.” _
“My dear woman, what can Yyou

mean by that? -~

“Whenever I ask him for money I
generally find he is short."—Balti-
more American.

Practice Made Perfect.

“Yes, sir,”” says the barber, deftly
rubbing the lather into the scalp of the
patron. "I was ship's barber on a
trans-Pacific steamer for five years,
untll the ship was wrecked and I was
cast away on an island in the south
sens, I lived there for two years and
never saw a human being, but when I
was rescued T flatter myself I was a
bhetter shampooer than ever. I kept iu
practice all the time.”” __

“"How did you manage [t?" asks the
patron,

‘1 shampooed the cocoanuts."—Pitts-
burg Leader.

Not an Authority.

Gibbs—How are lobsters caught?
Bibbs—Don't ask me. I'm no chorus
girl.—Boston Transcript.

It Wasn't Marked.

“Been taxing your eyes lately?" ask-
e‘r] the occulist,

“Yes,"” safd the patient; “I loked all
through a newspaper of 144 pages which
came through the maill to me beartg
the words ‘marked copy.' "

“No wonder your eyes smart!"”

“Oh, but that isn't the worst of it. I
didn’t find anything marked.'—Buffalo
Express.

Proof of Devotion.

Mabel—I am sure he must have loved
her very dearly, .

Maude—I should say s0. He married
her in splte of the fact that he had
been out in the rain with her all one
afternoon, was seasick with her, and
saw her unexpectedly at home the
morning after a dance.—London Opinion,

ACCORDING TO SAMMY

G, Sammy, wat do you think, sed thawt he did, awn skkount of the way
my cuzzin Benny, who was erround | pepny fixed

at my house yestidday, and I sed,
wat
I fewnd

Now you opln the dcar, sed Benny,

sumthing funy about thei“’ I opined the doar and sed Eny-

lock awn the bathroom doar In yure |body in heer.

house, sed Fenny. I can fix it so you

In the paim of decensy, shmt that

think It's locked, but it ain’t, he sed | doar, sed pop. werry laaod: Yeu bDet
Wich he cood, bekaus he showed yure iife stmboddy is In Beer. Con-

it that way

me, and we fixed

then pop calm hoam and sed, Shades |
to take a|rite, I sed, shutiing the doar allmost

of Nepshune, I'm golng

and fownd sutch a doar, he sed

I gess may be you dident lock I

bath befoar suppir, I sertenly put In, as kwick asg what Nora s&st L

a hard day's work and may be
will refresh me.

Pop Does
‘And he weat In the bathroom and

Benny ang me cood heer him tern the |

, Wattlr awn and then he Jocked the

| doar, ony be ony thawt he locked L

Aftir a Uttl] wile Nore calm up stares,

with a buckit of hot wettir to skrub
the bathroom Boar angd ske dident no

'pop was in thare and she terned the
. doar nob and was Jest golng to wawk

In ang pop yelled, Hay, wa! the doose.
S0 Noma siammed the domr agen

kwick and sed, O, exkuss me, [ gldent)

ne yeu wos In thare, wy dfient you
lock the doar..

Icoodaf-mllocke&ﬂitim.-

sed pop, and we cood heer him g=t onut
of the bathtub splashing and awl aml
he locked the door agen, ony hRe ony

1t |

M lock §t rite this time then, sed

| pop, end we cood heer him splashing

| Fetting out of the bathich agen, and

|be made a orfoll nolze thiniktng ha

was locking the doar.
Ma Neckst

Then ma calm up stares singlng
Youll do the szim fRing eovir. ovi?
agen, ovir agen, acd she dident ne
pop ‘weS In ihe Exthroem asmd she
opifned the door, s'iil singing. Youll
do tke seim tlLing evin -vir agen

Heer, pop ¥ dd g shot the

[ donr fest asx kwick ad wat Nora and

me had shut it, ood pop sed, Lillam,

| do me the favir oLyurc lifo, will you,
1 &

2nd 3 sed, Wat

Btand owiside thére anmd mce that
rnopne of the paybers opin that doar
wntil]l I get (5rco hers,

Which ma 4ld .

Wise Up Your
Friends With These

'| The Wreck of the

Nincompoop; or, Gee!

THE MEAN THING
Edna—I'll never go walking with him
again.

Mal—Oh, why?
Fdna—He thinks if he takes me into

every second ice cream parior he's doing |

|

sad taking off has flled my life with |

fine.

It Had, Indeed

Henpeckke—As a rule death seldom af-
fects me, but there was one man whose

misery.

Wigwag—He must, Indeed, have been
a dear friend.

Henpeckke—On the contrary, I never
knew him. I refer to my wife's first
husband.

In the Trusts’ Hands
*‘Ma, do cows and bees go to heaven?”
“Mercy, child, what a question!
Why?'

Breathing kard, the mats fait his
WAY acyuas the heaving deck.

Ever and anon, and still eves, the
Sreal waves rolied over the side of the

once sturdy Nincompoop. washing
overboard sallors and passengers, some
of whom had been already washed omnly
that morning.

“Well, did you ever?" cursed the mato
| between his clenched teeth, and tried

“*Cause If they don't, the milk nnd‘ldnpornuly to reach the life preservers
honey the preacher sald was up there A feminine form, caught in a receding

must be all canned stuff.”

Only a Short Time
“What's the reason Grisby doesn't
apply for diverce?”

| wave, dashed aguinst him, and a fem-
linine wvoice cried pitecusly, “Save me—
| don’t Jet me dle in this horrid kimono!™

The mate swung her upon one
| shoulder and fought bis way to the life
| preservers. HR had ke flung ox

“Why, his wife has taken to mono-| n fhrust .
planing, and he thinks he might as to. tha . Semiiine Neem. &nd

well walt.”

Not Enough

1hmd through another, when they wem
both swept into the seething ocean. AD
| hour later a passing steamer- pleked
ythem up. It was then he had his first

Friend—Trouble with your wife, eh? good loock at the feminine form he had
What rock did your domestle ship aplit saved.

on?

Crumpling up In & heap, he fell faint.

Bpinks—None at all Hadn't rocks ing to the deck.

enough, that was the difficulty.

It was his mother-in-law!

BREAX,
AwWAY!!

——

PRIZE RIDDLE  TODAY

IS BLACK

{



